Heirs of the Symbolists
And female smells in shuttered rooms,
And cigarettes in corridors
And cocktails smells in bars.
The lamp said,
'Four o'clock,
Here is the number on the door.
Memory!
You have the key,
The little lamp spreads a ring on the stair,
Mount.
The bed is open; the tooth-brush hangs on the wall,
Put your shoes at the door, sleep, prepare for life.'
The last twist of the knife.
This poem is one of the bridges between Eliot's Preludes,
with their evocations of drab streets and sordid rooms, and his
symphony of modern disorder and desperation: The Waste
Land. The voice here may be the voice of Laforgue, but the
hands which arranged these images with such terrible sugges-
riveness are the hands of Eliot. They are images which repeat
themselves in his work and so take on the character of symbols.
There is the woman whose eye twists like a crooked pin, re-
calling Prufrock, fixed by a formulated phrase, himself 'for-
mulated, sprawling on a pin*. There is the helpless stubborn
crab which reminds one again of Prufrock and his unhappy
notion that he should have been
a pair of ragged claws
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.
There is the moon conceived as twisting a paper rose, as the
Lady in the Portrait slowly, nervously twists the lilac-stalks.
There is the lamp whose ineffectual light shines on so many
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